PROSPECT AND RETROSPECT

falls, I realize how familiar the life of those now forbidden
countries has grown to me in the course of time. It seems
yesterday (though it last happened more than two years
ago) that one drove to the Channel port and crossed over
with the car, and passed in a few hours from the Flemish
ploughing horses to the yoked oxen about Compiegne or
Laon ; then left the chalky downs of Champagne for the
lovely square of Nancy and the mountains of the Vosges
and the Rhine, and climbed over the Black Forest into the
rolling plains of Wiirttemberg; and saw the Alps rise in
the distance beyond the cathedral of Ulm and the Marien-
kirche of Munich; and so by forest and pass gained the
ultimate goal of Florence or Siena. There was even a day
when I rehearsed all morning at the theatre, and lunched at
the Garrick Club, and dined the same evening at Thomas
Mann's villa on a Swiss lake, thanks to a plane that crossed
France in two hours. And yet this first long journey, in
1907, remains the clearest in my mind. It began by Dover
and Ostend, and was broken at Brussels and Cologne, and
again at Coblenz to which we took the Rhine steamboat.
The month was September, when tourists were coming
home to England in the opposite direction; and on the
evening of the third day from London we drew into the
main station of the Bavarian city, there to live for a year.
To a young European, it seemed a coming-of-age.
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